152. THE LATE MR. HAJI HOOSEN
DAWAD MAHOMED1
The rose has withered in its bloom. Young Hoosen has died
in the prime of life, leaving a nation in mourning. He was but
twenty-two, but he carried on his shoulders a head that would sit
well on a wise man of forty-two. Truly do the gods take away
those they love best. Had Mn Hoosen Dawad lived to see the
winter of life, I feel sure that he would have left a mark on the
history of the Indian community in South Africa. Not that he
has not, fay the purity of his life, influenced it even now. But
what he was able to do was merely the shadow of what was to
come* He was a young man of truth for which alone he lived*
He was impatient of cant, hypocrisy and humbug even in those
who were his elders. He stood up for truth against all odds.
From his early age, he wanted his word to be as good as a bond,
He was innocence personified. No evil company could influence
him. He influenced his companions, no matter how depraved they
might be. Once Mr. Dawad Mahomed wrote to him, asking him
to beware of snares that lured young men in London and of bad
companions. He was indignant and wrote almost in these words:
"Father, you do not know your boy. Snares cannot affect Hoosen.
Bad companions mislead those who do not know where they are.
Your son knows where he is. He lives for truth and will die for
it** To this sterling character, he added a burning enthusiasm
for his country, India, which then existed only in his imagination.
He had never seen it* But it was enough that it was the land of
his forefathers. He had read about it and he had learnt to love
it with a passion that could not be stifled. "O, Mr. Rustomjee,"
young Hoosen said to him when he went forward on the 16th ul-
timo as a passive register, "if I rise from this sick bed, you will find
me in gaol What a glorious death it would be, to die in gaol
for the sake of Truth and Justice!" He clung to life desperately,
But his desire was unalloyed with selfishness. He wanted to live
in order to serve his country and humanity.
When quite young, he began to hate trade, though Mr. Dawad,
his father, was and is a nserchaat prince, He scorned possession of
wealth. He wanted to study. He was placed with me at Phoenix
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